THE    MEMOIRS    OF
In a conspiracy to make life as miserable as could be for them
and their master.
One night, about a week after the fight, Lorra seemed to
Rashleigh to be unusually silent and depressed, entirely
unlike her cheery, chattering self. Usually she eagerly drew
him out about the manners, customs and clothing of the
women of his race, never tiring of hearing of their strange-
ness. This evening she scarcely spoke, but often glanced
guardedly round the environs of their fire. He asked her
whether she was ill, but her only reply was a caress; after
which they lay down together and went to sleep. He was
awakened suddenly by a piercing scream from Lorra, and,
starting up, he saw her struggling wildly in Jumba's arms,
As he rose to rush to help her, she cried to him in warn-
ing:
'Look behind you, Yaff;  never mind Lorra.'
He wheeled round and saw Terrawelo, who, having
already discharged one spear, which was quivering in the
earth beside where Rashleigh had lain, was fixing another
spear in his woomera. The Englishman wrenched the spent
spear from the earth, and rushed upon the black before he
could discharge his second spear, and plunged it into his
abdomen with such force that it came out through his back
close to the spine.
Lorra's cries were growing fainter, and, turning from his
prone enemy, Rashleigh saw her on the ground and Jumba
above her beating her with his nullah-nullah, the knobbed
end of which weighed about ten pounds. Not waiting to
pick up a weapon, he charged the cowardly black, whose
back was towards him, and leaping so that his feet struck in
the middle of his spine, brought him crashing to earth on
his face. Before Jumba knew quite what had happened,
Rashleigh caught the dropped nullah-nullah, and with a
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